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A lasting gratefulness for those comforts past,
Of which the cordial sweetness cannot die:
These thoughts, knit up by faith, shall ever last;
These time assays, but never can untie,

Whose life once lived in her pearl-like breast,
Whose joys were drawn but from her happiness,
W hose heart's high pleasure, and whose mind's true rest,
Proceeded from her fortune's blessedness;

Who was intentive, wakeful, and dismay'd
In fears, in dreams, in feverous jealousy,
Who long in silence served and obey'd
With secret heart and hidden loyalty

Which never change to sad adversity,
Which never age, or nature's overthrow,
W hich never sickness or deformity,
Which never wasting care or wearing woe
(If subject unto these she could have been),

Which never words or wits malicious,
Which never honour's bait, or world's fame,
Achieved by attempts adventurous,
Or aught beneath the sun or heaven's frame

Can so dissolve, dissever, or destroy
The essential love of no frail parts compounded,
Though of the same now buried be the joy,
The hope, die comfort, and the sweetness ended,

But that the thoughts and memories of these
Work a relapse of passion, and remain
Of my sad heart the sorrow-sucking bees;
The wrongs received, the scorns persuade in vain.

And though these medicines work desire to end,
And are in others the true cure of liking,
The salves that heal love's wounds, and do amend
Consuming woe, and slake our hearty sighing,

They work not so in thy mind's long decease;
External fancy time alone recureth:
All whose effects do wear away with ease
Love of delight, while such delight endureth;
Stays by the pleasure, but no longer stays . . *